She must have grown accustomed to such visitors
familiar yet sheepish.

"I was in so strange a state, you know, that he said
no more. What could I have answered, with my
father taking the initiative like that, and putting on
that virtuous look of his? I was so unsure of myself
in those days when life was just beginning."

"True 'nough: your life here was all of a tremble."

"I abandoned my self to lying. Thanks to that, I could
endow my father, standing there ever before me,
with something of reality. One must lie, as one jumps
into water, without thinking."

"Don't think of all them tales. Put an end to 'em
here, if you will, and then go. I've wasted enough
time as 'tis."

The old woman seemed to be suddenly overcome.
She began to snuffle.

"Drat this dust! it stings my throat!" She had picked
up her broom and moved away. Francois remained
standing with flushed cheeks, hot on the trail of a
truth which had long lain hidden.

I no longer saw my father as I had done. I had
stripped from him all likeness to what he used to be,
a smooth-faced man bowed down with grief. I actu-
ally wanted him to show his detestation of me publicly,
to cast me off to an accompaniment of general ap-
proval. ... I wanted him to be no longer alone in his
repudiation of me. I wanted to be an object of repul-
sion to everybody. That, I agree, was simple-minded on
my part. Biit how could I endure the stifling silence,
the whispered words? A child cannot submit to
being ignored by those among whom he lives. I
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